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spring to Tuscany; the Graces dance before her; from out
a laurel grove at her side the three spring months, March,
April, and May (or it may be Zephyr, Fertility, and Flora),
come bringing flowers of every hue, Meicury (Giuhano)
scatters the clouds of winter; and the little blind god of love
aims his arrows recklessly around. Lorenzo's tournament
motto of Le temps rewent could be written below the picture
as its name, so beautifully does Botticelli bring it, the oc-
casion on which it was used, the meaning which it had, and
Lorenzo's talent for poetry desciibing the beauties of nature,
all in one glance before our eyes Some consider this picture
Botticelli's masterpiece, while others would give that honour
to his Madonna of the Magnificat. The verdict will depend
chiefly upon the temperament of the observer. But whether
the Return of Spring be considered his masterpiece or not
none can fail to praise what has been well termed its "rhythmic
grace," as well as the surpassing art with which Botticelli
has made it speak of Lorenzo, his acts, his poetry, and the
motto by which he signified the introduction of a brighter
era.

But dark clouds were coming up on the horizon which were
ere long to overcast all these bright scenes of joy, putting
an end for ever to Lorenzo's youth, and all the happy times
which he and Giuliano had enjoyed together. In April 1476,
before Politian had finished his poem, or Botticelli had even
begun to paint his three pictures,30 the tournament's poor
Queen of Beauty, Simonetta de' Vespucci, whose lovely face
looks at us so wistfully in Botticelli's Birth of Venus*1 and
of whom Politian says that she "was so sweet and charm-
ing that all men praised her, and no women abused her,"
was dead, being carried off by rapid consumption after a
few weeks' illness. Lorenzo, who was then at Pisa superintend-
ing his new university, and had sent his own physician to
attend her and to furnish him with daily bulletins, when he
heard the news,83 "went out into the calm spring night to
walk with a friend, and as he was speaking of the dead lady